>Lincoln stood outside the classroom, chocolates and flowers in hand.
>The hallway was empty and silent, leaving the boy alone with his thoughts as he prepared himself for this Olympian struggle he had already embarked on.
>He'd chickened out the day before.
>And the day before that.
>And on Valentine's day.
>But not today! 
>With a big breath and a worry filled heart, be pushed the doors to the classroom open and power-walked to the object of his affection.
>There, behind her desk and two foot-tall stacks of paper work sat one very fatigued DiMartino.
>While at first her expression was dull and lifeless, the moment Lincoln entered her view it shifted to a much more vibrant smile.
>"Hello there Lincoln, what's the occasion?"
>Her accent oozed out of her words as she pointed towards his gift-basket, giving her statement a strong, exotic feel.
>Lincoln took another deep breath. Stay smooth and suave, he thought to himself. Smooth and suave.
>"Hi-hello Ms. De-Dimartino!"
>Good job.
>"I-I Just wanted to give these to you, be-because you've been such a good substitute teacher!"
>He quickly deposited the gifts onto the table, pushing them towards her once they were safe on the desk.
>DiMartino couldn't help but smile and blush, obviously affected by her student's antics.
>"Oh my, aren't you a sweetie!"
>The teacher was quick to rise from her desk and give Lincoln a tight hug, and Lincoln nearly melted in her grasp. It took all of his strength to keep his knees from getting too weak to stay standing as she rubbed his back, giving it a single and firm pat before separating herself from him.
>"You're we-welcome. And if you ever need any help with anything, you can count on me! His voice cracked as he spoke, both with enthusiasm and a cruel jab from puberty; not that DiMartino seemed to mind.
>"Really? Well, I've got some extra-curricular activities planned soon if you would be willing to lend a hand."
>"I-I'd love to! What do I need to do?"

>Dimartino's arms rested on Lincoln's shoulders, and her hands on his chest as she leaned on him from behind.
>"It's simple really. I've gotten quite a few questions from some of the girls in your class about how to deal with boys, especially after Valentine's day went and more than half couldn't even get a boy to look at them! So, I figured I'd give them some pointers on how to deal with boys your age and..."
>Her grip tightened as she leaned harder into the boy, her breasts heavy on his back.
>"I'll let you be my assistant."
>Lincoln gulped and went stiff, suddenly feeling slightly more then nauseous. 
>"I d-don't think that's a good idea."
>"I thought you'd be more than willing to lend a hand? No need to be nervous little Loud..."
>There was a pause, where neither of them said anything. Finally...
>"Please? I'm sure you'll enjoy it."
>The teacher gives the boy a quick peck to the cheek, her red lipsstick leaving a mark barely visible against his flushed cheeks.
>Lincoln nodded, and DiMartino let out a satisfied sigh in response.
>"Good! Now, before we get started...we'll need to do something about those clothes of yours."
>"Wait, wha-?"
>The arms that rested on his shoulders and chest quickly grabbed onto the edges of his shirt before flying upwards, flinging it off his body.
>Lincoln tried to cover his chest with his hands, not that it mattered. Soon as his shirt was out of the way her hands shifted to his lower regions, giving his pants a quick tug.
>Being a boy who didn't keep his pants buckled too tight, the jeans weren't too hard to pull down at all.
>In mere seconds Lincoln was disrobed of all but his underwear and socks.
>Lincoln put his hands in front of his erection, clearly outlined against the fabric of his red underwear.
>"What are you do-"
>Lincoln was interrupted again as DiMartino pushed her lips against his. Lincoln's resistance faded the instant her tongue began to explore his mouth.
>DiMartino guided the boy to his seat, her tongue playing with his all the while as she walked him across the room.

>Once he had been seated, Dimartino pulled her mouth away from his.
>"Would you mind closing your eyes for a second, Lincoln?"
>The boy could only look at her quizzically, unable to compute her request.
>"Pretty please?"
>Her coy smile betrayed the embarrassment in her voice, and Lincoln couldn't help but obey.
>He could hear her shuffle about, as well as the occasional zipper being undone as she moved.
>A few footsteps later, and Lincoln felt cold metal press against his wrists. With a soft click his arms were bound to the seat.
>The boy opened his eyes and tried to stand, but it was already too late.
>DiMartino got on her knees as she held Lincoln's left leg to the chair, cuffing it to the wooden leg. 
>Shortly after, she did the same to his right.
>"Good! Sorry my little Loud, but I couldn't have you running away mid session! I hope you'll understand!"
>Lincoln ignored her as she spoke, instead doing his best to pull at his cuffs, to see if he could break loose. His attempts were futile, and only served to give his teacher a good laugh.
>"And to make sure you don't ruin the mood..." She mumbled to herself as she pulled out a gag from her pocket, forcing it against his lips as he thrashed his head about in protest.
>"Perfect...almost. Somethings missing."
>"Hmmm...." She hummed to herself, tilting her head to the side as she looked at Lincoln, who continued to pull and yank against his bindings.
>"Oh, I know!"
>DiMartino's hand glided down her chest as she unbuttoned her pink shirt. Once the final button had been undone she took the shirt in her hands and rested it against Lincoln's face.
>With a few swift flicks of the wrist she turned her shirt into a makeshift blindfold, covering the boy's eyes and forehead with the cloth.
>"Perfect! Now, to wait for our audience."
>"Hmmmphpmhphphmhmhphph!"
>"Me too Lincoln, I'm so excited!"
>Dimartino swung her legs back and forth after taking a seat next to Lincoln.
>"So, how was your day? I  was doing pretty peachy myself, much better since you got here."

>The predator continued to keep Lincoln's ears occupied, only stopping to say hello whenever the door to the classroom opened.
>Lincoln tried to listen to their whispers and voices, but could barely keep his head from getting flooded with pink and perverse thoughts as Dimartino kept her hands busy on the boy's body.
>Having her sweat and perfume soaked shirt cover his face didn't help his focus much either.
>The whispers that gathered in the classroom were muffled by the shirt around his head, and the only words he could pick up held no meaning without the rest that followed.
>Lincoln heard the door open and close seven times before DiMartino began to clear her throat.
>"It's nice to see everyone made it. Now, before we get started...why are you all so far away?"
>Muffled mumbling fills the room as DiMartino sighed loudly.
>"Come on, sit closer! You won't learn anything if you can't see the lesson!"
>Lincoln could hear chairs get dragged across the floor as people moved about, taking a minute to position themselves before the teacher would continue. All the while DiMartino rested her hand against the boy's crotch, rubbing the glans through the fabric with her thumb as she waited.
>"Much better! Now, as I was saying. Before we get started, I'd like to introduce you all to my wonderful assistant, who was kind enough to offer his assistance for this lesson. With him here, I'm sure tonight will be much more educational for you all!"
>Without further ado DiMartino's hands pulled open Lincoln's fly and let his cock stand tall for all to see.
>Even DiMartino gasped at the sight as it gently waved left and right like a metronome, trapping the gaze of all the girl's eyes that rested upon it.
>"A-As you can see..." DiMartino's voice wavered, whether it was filled with nervousness, excitement, or fear Lincoln could not tell.
>"...Lincoln's member will require me to use both hands."

>"It'll feel much better for your boy if you bring lube, but if you don't have any or can't find the time to buy some you can always use your own!"
>Lincoln jumped in place as DiMartino dropped her mouth onto his crotch. Her mouth was absurdly hot and her tongue swirled around Lincoln's dick. First coating crown with saliva, then quickly making its way down the shaft.
>Lincoln couldn't help but let out a pathetic moan as DiMartino forced her lips all the way down to his base, taking his cock down her throat.
>With a heavy 'pop' she pulled herself back off of him, though two strands of saliva connected her lower lip to his glans.
>"Now, look at how I hold him in my hands."
>Her grip was soft, yet firm. Her left hand stroked up and down the shaft with a steady pace as the left's palm rubbed against the underside of the crown.
>Her hands began slow but quickly picked up a faster pace the more and more she jerked off the boy, occasionally teasing the crown or shaft with her lips and tongue.
>After teasing him with her hands she took his member back in her mouth, shoving it into the inside of her left cheek. Though he couldn't see it, the boy could clearly imagine his cock's bulge showing against her mouth. Her tongue harassed the edges of the tip while her hands found new places to please. Her left gently fondled the boy's family jewels as the right kneaded the base of his shaft.
>Lincoln didn't have much endurance, and hips began to shake and jerk as he neared orgasm.
>Just as he reached the edge Dimartino wrapped her lips around the head of his dick, taking it all inside her mouth in a single thrust.
>Lincoln's hips shuddered against the chair as DiMartino drank down every drop the boy let out, only releasing the his penis from her lips once she had sucked out every ounce of cum his dick could give her.
>With one big gulp she swallowed everything, then followed it up with a satisfied sigh.
>"Wow Lincoln, it even tastes great too!"

>"I-I Wanna taste it too!" A girl shouts out from the audience, a voice that Lincoln recognizes instantly.
>Even through the wrapping around his head he can recognize Whitney's voice.
>"I'm sorry Whitney, but today's lesson is over, unless you want to wait for Lincoln...to...recover..."
>Another wave of gasps fill the room as they notice Lincoln's member, though now slick with cum and spit, continues to stand tall and proud.
>"A-Actually dear, sure."
>Lincoln could only squirm as the air around his cock heats up, now feeling the breath of two girls against his member.
>"Let me help you..."
>Whitney's hands wrap around Lincoln's dick, both of which were being lead by DiMartino.
>Her hands were smaller, softer too. As well as inexperienced and clunky. 
>The clumsiness slowly faded as the teacher and student combo continued to stroke Lincoln. 
>The boy was even more sensitive after his first orgasm, and he could feel every movement of the girl's fingers.
>"Can...can I put it in my mouth?"
>"Go ahead! Careful not to touch him with your teeth, ok?"
>Whitney responds with a soft 'mmmhmm' before pressing her lips against the tip of Lincoln's rod. Before taking it all in, however, she gives it a shy little kiss.
>The gentle gesture quickly proved to be a ruse as whitney began to bob her head up and down as quickly as she could, her tongue wildly licking against Lincoln.
>She couldn't bring her head down as far as DiMartino could, but it didn't matter, Lincoln's increased sensitivity and her relentless sucking turned the boy into a groaning whimpering mess in minutes.
>Just as his cock began to twitch again Whitney pulled her head back, peppering the tip with kisses and licks until Lincoln spurted out his cum all over her young face.
>The little blonde slurped up all that landed near her lips. Whatever her tongue couldn't reach, DiMartino licked off and drank herself, not letting any of it go to waste.

>"Ugh, yuck!" Lincoln couldn't see it, but Whitney held out her tongue in disgust after swallowing the boy's sperm, the bitter taste did not sit well with the young girl. DiMartino, however, continued to lick off any of the residue left on Whitney's face, absolutely enamored by the taste.
>Only when there was nothing left to lick did their teacher pull back, also pulling Whitney away from the bound boy at the same time.
>"You performed excellently, dear." DiMartino whispered, gently running her hand through the girl's hair as she tried to get the icky taste out of her mouth.
>"Now go wash your face, it's time to go home."
>"What?" The cry echoed throughout the classroom as nearly all of the spectators spoke up.
>More dulled voices filled the room, their words indistinguishable from each other as they whispered to the teacher.
>"Huh, you want to see more? I don't know if I can take this any farther." Only pausing to put her hands to her breasts, squeezing them together as she continued to speak.
>"Since you all aren't too developed, I can't show you how to use these puppies either..."
>Another, single faint murmur filled the room before DiMartino gasped.
>"You want to see THAT? I don't know...You only do those kinds of things with boys you love, you hear?"
>DiMartino sighed, and Lincoln yelped as he felt something warm and moist brush against his crotch. The lips of her pussy pressed against the tip of his dick, continuously she would press her entrance against him and pull back right before putting it in.
>"Fine. But I'll only show you this once! And after this, the show's over!"
>The class cheered as Lincoln squirmed, DiMartino lowering herself onto the boy.
>It felt heavenly as her folds enveloped the boy, her pussy greedily and hastily devouring Lincoln's cock as she fell onto him.
>As she descended, DiMartino brought her face to Lincoln's, giving each of his cheeks a quick peck before letting herself fall.

>DiMartino let out a mewl as she felt the boy shudder and twitch inside of her. Lincoln could barely sit up straight as he felt her folds embrace him, doing their best to milk the boy.
>Lincoln grunted and moaned pathetically into his gag, the heavy and pleasured noises he made matched only by the soft, cute ones DiMartino made in return as she lifted herself again.
>The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the room as DiMartino gyrated her hips, all the whispering and the chatter that filled the room went dead as the audience had their eyes glued to the debauched spectacle in front of them.
>The more she thrust herself on the boy the louder DiMartino got, quickly reaching embarrassing levels of loud. She was supposed to be teaching these kids about love! Not getting off on this kid's moans and dick! 
>She tried to stifle her moans, remain silent and stoic as her hips bounced against his. But his dick hit her in just the right spots! And sometimes, when her hips hit his extra hard, that way he would wince in pain...the way the tip of his dick would give her womb a kiss...
>She couldn't help but moan as pathetically as he did.
>DiMartino couldn't hold herself back, any sense of shame she had had disappeared, fucked away one thrust at the time.
>Her lips explored the bound boy's body. Leaving lipstick marks all over his neck, cheeks, and forehead as she peppered kisses on him.
>The boy whimpers as his cock twitches inside of her, preparing to let out his seed again.
>"Good boy Lincoln, don't hold anything back." She whispers into his hear, still twisting and gyrating her hips as his body shake.
>With one final, brutal thrust she brings her body as close to his as she could, holding the boy in a painfully tight embrace.
>His dick kisses her womb once again, and lets out wave after wave of his white seed.
>Her cunt drank it all up, not letting a single drop escape her womb.

>"Class...dismissed..."
>With that, the girls began to shuffle away, each giving a soft thank you to DiMartino before scuttling away.
>Even after the two of them were alone, Dimartino continued to lay slack against the boy, occasionally giving him another soft kiss as she basked in the afterglow.
>A tidal-wave of disgust rolled over Dimartino after taking another deep breath, the room smelt rancid.
>She was quick to get off of the boy, and without saying a word undid his bindings.
>Lincoln fell weakly to the floor, the child was out cold.
>DiMartino could only sigh as she lifted the boy off of the ground and back into his chair, letting him rest and she cleaned up any of the evidence their escapades had left behind.
>He slept through the cleaning, and even being dressed. He only woke up once his parents arrived to pick up him, proud of how he helped DiMartino with all of her supposed paperwork.
>As for Dimartino, she had hoped the events that had taken place that day would have passed by without a hitch, but couldn't help but think she had forgotten something very important.
>Aside from the girls giving Lincoln more attention than usual, things fell back into place and life was as it should be. So what could it be that was wrong?
>Days turned to weeks, and suddenly the missing puzzle-piece fell into place.
>A severe bout of recurring, daily nausea had begun to affect her. The young woman was at a loss to explain why every morning she'd spend at least a half hour puking in her bathroom. It was only after watching one of her students pat their belly after a very filling lunch that the thought occurred to her.
>She stared down at her stomach and blinked, placing a hand over her belly and feeling it puff out just a bit farther than normal.
>Looks like she'd be seeing that Loud boy more often than she thought.